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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired on a conversation my roomie and | had, which led to an impromptu vocal RP [we do this often, and it's 


quite fun] that included the rental Ford's wipers Peter Mensch loves to hate in this story. 


The Piggly Wiggly, by the by [this'll make sense eventually], is real. I'm not sure if there are any outside of 
Georgia [which is the one l've seen several times out of a train window on my way to New York, Boston, 
Washington DC, and Florida], but let's just pretend, for this story's sake, that one existed once in Bookwalter, OH 


and that it went out of business. 


And, finally, yes, | am assuming that Peter Mensch and Cliff Burnstein are more than just business partners. If 
they really are, then I'm quite glad. If they're not, well, then they are here and so this story has a modicum of 
Slash in it after all. 


5 April 1983, South Lebanon, OH, 3.23 AM 


The boys climbed out of the little white Ford in silence. Heavy doors banged shut and dead grass and gravel 
crunched and skittered beneath their feet as they made their way out onto the field. 


Rick Savage was sniffling and blowing his nose on a handkerchief, running a sleeve beneath his nose. Good ole 
Sav. He'd fallen asleep on his hotel balcony the night before and they could thank the Lord that things turned 
out the way they did, or he might've caught something worse. He stuffed his hands into a faded Sheffield 
Wednesday hoodie and rasped at the back of his throat, miserable. 


Rick Allen emerged rubbing his eyes and battling down a yawn. He'd been sleeping. Napping, really, his head 
bumping against the rear left window, feet curled up in the cramped space he shared with two others. His hair 
was a tangle of mussed curls, which he kept trying to flatten out to no avail. He leaned against the car's 
headlights and gave it up, yawning into his chest. 


Phil Collen swiped a flat hand over the boy's curls and grinned at the indignant protests and then stuffed his 

hands into a leather jacket he guarded jealously and wore everywhere. It had a Ziggy Stardust pin and a Mick 
Ronson patch and shiny buckles that held absolutely nothing in place. He turned to ask for a fag from the one 
following behind. 


Steve Clark, looking drowsy and dreamy, picking his way carefully around the gravel as he pulled a cigarette 
from his front pocket and a cheap neon pink lighter from his faded jeans in one motion. White smoke was lost 


in the pre-dawn gloom as he passed Phil a fag and took a slow drag from his own. 


Hands on the Ford's steering wheel, Peter Mensch watched them gather around the front of the car like a 
pack of school yard bullies, all leather and jeans and puzzled, bemused frowns. He removed the key from the 
ignition and felt the Ford sag to a complete standstill. He took a well creased map from the dashboard and 


joined the restless bullies kicking at the grass and yawning and smoking and sneezing into elbows. 

"All right, then," he said, shaking open the map and folding it to show a tangle of red, blue, and orange lines and 
green and pink borders, "we're still on the No. T. That's good. We should be pulling into Bookwalter at around 
6.00 AM and thank God for that." 

Phil spoke up in between pulls at his cigarette. "What about the flat, then?" 


"That we're dealing with now. Come on, boys. The tools are in the trunk. Someone get to removing those wheel 


nuts and I'll roll out the spare. Shouldn't take long." 


"Funny," Rick said. "That's the exact same thing you said about this little trip.’ 


5 April 1983, Cincinnati, OH, LO7 AM 

The call came as a knock on his door. He muttered a curse into his pillow and dragged himself out of bed and 
into a bathrobe and cracked open the door to see a middle aged man outside. 

‘Peter Mensch?" the man said. The way he said it he was Peter Monk instead. 


He rubbed sleep out of his eyes and tried to look as professional as he could in hair standing up every which 


way and a terry bath robe with a big W on the breast. "Yeah?" 

"You have a call, sir. We would've directed it to your room, but your telephone appeared to be busy.’ 

"| disconnected it. | preferred not to be.." 

"Disturbed?" 

"That was the general idea." 

A red headed woman at the front desk handed him the receiver. He waited until she had discreetly moved 
away before leaning into a wall and directing a yeah, this is Peter Mensch at the emptiness beyond instead of 
what the fuck did you wake me up for and this had better be good 

A nervous laugh came up over the static. "Bollocks. | reached you. Oh, bloody hell. Bloody fuckin’ hell. Where am 
1?" The sound of someone rummaging along the top of a surface was heard, followed by a disbelieving, "lim in 


Bookwalter. | keep forgetting. | checked that already. I'm in Bookwalter.” 


Peter stood straight and shifted the receiver to the other side. "Joe? Joe Elliot? Is that you?" He frowned. "Is 


this another stupid Terror Twin prank? I'm not in the mood for this." 

Joe sounded genuinely frantic. "No, no. God, no. Aw, shite. Who knows? | don't think so. Phil and Steve wouldn't do 
something like this." He pushed out a breath. "I'm in a motel. The Jacqueline or somethin’ like that. Its in 
Bookwalter." 


"How the hell did you get out all the way to Bookwalter? No. Never mind that. Why the hell did you get out to 
Bookwalter?" 


"| don't know," Joe said lamely. "I woke up and | was here. Shite. | don't sleepwalk, do |?" 
This was fantastic. Just great. Peter's hand ran over his nose, pinching at the bridge. "Did you drive there?" 


Silence, then, "I don't think so. | asked the fellow behind the front desk a few minutes ago and he said none of 


the cars outside was mine." He let out a hollow little laugh. "I'm wearing a Union Jack scarf, Pete, and little else 
and I'm in some motel | can't even remember checking into. Wee outta my head | must've been, eh? | have no 


bloody idea where you guys are." 


"Hey look, Joe, don't worry, okay?" And don't you lose it either, Peter. "We're gonna go get you." He motioned 
for the red head to get him some paper and pen. Pinching the receiver between his ear and shoulder he 
directed Joe toward finding the full name of the motel, telephone number, colour of the walls from the outside, 
was there anything distinctive out of his window? 


"A big, weird, flat mountain side. Something that looks like a bush. It's kind'a dark, Pete." 
"IFs kind'a early too," Peter deadpanned. "Stay put, all right? Don't go wandering into town or anything." 
| don't think there's a town as to wander into." 


"Good. Great. Sit there for a while. Watch TV. We're gonna go get you." 


5 April 1983, Kingman, OH, 411 AM 


Rick was drumming on his knees. It wasn't really bothering him. It certainly didn't seem to be bothering the 
others. Sav was beside him on the front seat, staring gloomily at the dark ribbon of road unfurling before 
them, yellow and white lines blurring by over and over again in the glare of the headlights. Phil and Steve were 
catching a few minutes of sleep, Phil's head lolling against Steve's shoulder and Steve's head bumping against 


the back of the seat like a broken thing. 


The drumming was very quiet, just a few flicks of the thumb and index finger around his knees. Peter thought 
he recognized the tune. 


Outside, telephone poles and tall, scraggly trees slid by, grey shadows against the pre-dawn blackness. You 
could still see the stars, blinking in and out of translucent clouds. The interior of the car was cold and hushed, 
the window panes covered in morning dew and mist that was beginning to recede slowly, drifting by in ghostly 
shapes. 


"That Led Zeppelin?" he said at length. 
"Uh, Train," came the faintly startled reply. "Ils it botherin’ you?" 
He turned his head and peered at the sign coming up on Sav's side. Half the letters were missing. "No," he said 


absentmindedly. This wasn't good. Signs weren't supposed to be half-missing and impossible to read. He 
rummaged for the map and passed it to Sav. 


"See if you can find Route 129 on there. Find Highway T first. H's a straight line. Blue, | think" 


The map lay limply over Sav's knees. He looked at it helplessly for a few minutes before he stuffed it back 
toward Rick. The drummer made a strangled noise in the back of his throat. 


"Aw, no, Sav. | can't read a map to save my life." 

"For pride's sakes, boys," Peter groaned. "What do they teach you guys at those British schools of yours?" 
"| didn't stay there very long," Sav muttered, almost at the same time Rick protested, "I'm only nineteen!" 
"l'm pulling over then" 

He found a flashlight in the trunk and held it over the map. Standing out in the middle of an open road, 
surrounded by mist and with the headlights casting stark shadows at anything not bathed in a surreal yellow 
light felt this side of unsafe and distinctly spooky to him. He hunched his shoulders, the collar of his blazer 
covering his ears. He almost called out to Sav or Rick to get the hell out here, but stopped himself. 
"Bowersville, Milledge Village, Eber.. Oh, for the love of..!" He squinted at the jumble of lines and microscopic 
place names and finally found Route 724. A grey line. "Here we go." He trailed his finger up and below it, 
searching for Bookwalter. Satisfied, he folded the map, flicked off the flashlight, and managed to walk 
nonchalantly back to the car. 


One U-turn later, they were back on the road. 


5 April 1183, Cincinnati, OH, 124 AM 


"Now, guys, be reasonable. You can't all come with me. How's that gonna help, eh?" 


Phil folded his arms and planted his feet firmly apart. "We can read the map, right? Read signs. Jot down 


directions." 


Peter zippered his hastily thrown on blazer. "And | need four people to do that for me?" He picked up the keys 
to the rental he'd been driving and hooked them onto the pockets of the grey dress slacks he'd pulled on for 
lack of anything more suitable near at hand. His partner, Cliff Burnstein, had raised one prohibitively messy 
head of wild curls and beard from his pillow and proclaimed that he was either out to rescue someone or in 
need of rescue. Peter had rather hoped he looked sporty. 


"There's safety in numbers,’ Sav was saying, trying to sound logical. "If anybody falls asleep, there's bound to 


be at least one of us awake." 


Rick nodded solemnly. "At that one awake someone can scream in abject terror as we crash into some incoming 
truck and no one will die unaware of the fact" He flinched away from the mock punch Phil threw at him, then 
added, "At the very least, think about this: If we all go with you, you'll know where we are at all times. | mean, 


what if one of us wanders off to Kansas next?" 


The fact that they all laughed didn't amuse Peter. Joe was out in the boonies, and his friends were cracking 
jokes. The innocent, carefree callousness of youth never ceased to amaze him. Then again, he thought Rick had 
a small if bizarre point. The last thing he needed was to return with Joe only to find Phil and Steve had set 


something on fire. Or worse. 


"Fine," he sighed. "But I'm driving." He held up one long, warning finger. "And nobody's drinking more than one 
beer. Hell. No drinking, period." 


Steve raised his hand. "Can we smoke?" 


Peter reached across to his night table, plucked up the ashtray, and pressed it into Steve's pale hand. "Be my 
guest." He nudged Cliff's sleeping form in farewell and fished out his keys. "Be ready to leave in five minutes. 
Anyone not dressed by then gets ready to be driven in his sleepwear." 


5 April 1183, Sabina, OH, 4.47 AM 


He hated payphones. Dirty, cramped, nasty things. He counted three doodled dicks, ten horny phone numbers, 
and too many fucks to keep count. Outside, Phil leaned against the glass door and looked up at the stars, 
working his way through a pack of Winstones he'd bought at the gas station that squatted to their left. Phil's 
face was bathed in sharp white light, his features becoming pointed edges, his blond hair a halo around his 
face and his eyes bluer than they had to be. 


Pulling out a neatly folded piece of hotel stationary, Peter dialed out the number Joe had given him. The phone 
shivered then pulsed and finally rang, echoing brass along Peter's tired eyes. He rubbed at them, idly taking in 
the shape of Rick peeling the label off the bottle of beer he'd bought. 


"Just one, like you said" Conveniently forgetting no dhinking, period had been added to that. 
He was stretched out on top of the Ford's hood, his back against the windshield, ‘cause he said that's how he'd 
always seen it done in American movies when they drank at gas stations. Peter was glad the kid was so skinny, 


or he'd be worried about returning a rental with a bump along the hood. 


"Jacqueline Hotel," rumbled out a groggy voice. 


It was a hotel? Peter shook his head and gathered his thoughts. "Yes. Um, listen, we're trying to get out to 


you guys, but we seem to have hit a snag" 
"Yeah? Where you at?" 


He craned his neck, taking in the red and black and cream square that was the gas station "Texaco along Route 


22" 
"Right. You know the Piggly Wiggly?" 


Patience, Peter. You probably just woke the man up, after all. He can't be expected to know that you don't know 
anything about the state he lives in. "No," he forced out politely. "Are you located near the Wiggled Pig?" 


"Piggly Wiggly. Huge old supermarket. We're right behind it. Here's what you do..." 


It looked as if he wasn't going to wait for Peter, so he scrambled to fish out his pen at the same time that he 
smoothed out the hotel stationary and attempted to keep the receiver from clattering onto the floor. The 
booth's door squeaked and rattled open and he felt Phil take the pen and paper from him. He mouthed out a 
hasty thanks and turned his attention back to the voice rumbling at the other end. 


"Wait, wait. Back up. Could you run that past me again. We..?" He turned his head and shot Phil a meaningful 
glance. Phil clicked the pen into action and licked his lips. Ready. "Turn left out of Texaco. We'll pass about three 
lights. Turn right at the second light? No, at the second intersection after the third light. Got it. Then right. 


Slight left? We'll see a sign Farmer McGowver's Seed and Grooming. Uh huh. Then right. Right. Left, another 
left and then right. Keep going straight and we'll come to the Wiggling Piggy. Er, Wiggly Piggly. Right. Thanks." 


Phil whistled as Peter hung up the phone. "Swing your partner?" 


"Dossy do." 


5 April 1983, West Lancaster, OH, 533 AM 


Rick was the first one out of the car, rushing toward the first bush he could find and whooping for all to hear 
that he was about to burst. Phil and Steve didn't even bother with a bush, they stood together and made bets 
out of whose pee went farthest. Sav found a bare tree and leaned on one arm against it, sneezing and sniffling 


even as he carried out his duty. 


Peter dragged a match across his pant and lit a cigarette. As he exhaled he looked up at the stars. They were 
crisp and bright, which meant the air was also rather crisp and chilly. He hunched further into his blazer, 


stomping his feet. He heard Rick rustling his way toward him, humming under his breath. 


‘Its getting cold," the boy said. He pulled his jean jacket closer around him, his eyes clear and curious as he 


took in their surroundings. He turned in a half-circle, then stopped, a wide, goofy smile on his face. 
"Oh, wow! Look! It's like The Wizard of 02" 


Phil scoffed as he came up beside them, buttoning his jeans. "You're such a kid, Rick. Really. Wizard of 02?" He 


reached out and messed up the boy's already messy curls. 


"It isl" Rick said defensively. He pointed to their left. "See? There's that big red building and a farm machine and 


| betcha they've got a scarecrow an’ everything too." 


Peter shook his head. Is that really what these boys thought America was like? He took one quick, efficient pull 
from his cigarette and looked at where Rick was pointing. Flat, open land, rolling away into dead, yellow grass 
and spirals of hay wrapped in shiny white plastic. It surprised him a bit to find that there was a red barn, 
looming black and massive in the darkness. And, yeah, there was a tractor and even a genuine white picket 
fence, just like Rick had seen in a movie made in the 30s, when movies lied because nobody wanted to see 
more of harsh reality. 


It suddenly struck him that he had never really seen a farm. A real farm. He always figured they'd look 
different. The real America. It bothered him somewhat that he seemed to know as much about his own 
country as four boys from England. He flicked away cigarette ash and said, "That's just a stereotype, boys. 


Come on, you don't hear me saying you're all polite and snobby and drink tea with scones, do you?" 


"For which us mates are eternally grateful," Phil said, rubbing at a Union Jack sewn on his jacket. He pulled at a 
loose string, then smoothed it out. 


"Well," Peter continued, "it's the same with America" He ground his cigarette into the dust. "You boys didn't 
get out of Sheffield much, did you?" 


Steve was looking straight at him. Watery blue eyes. "No one ever gets out of Sheffield" He seemed 
embarrassed that he'd spoken. He lowered himself to the ground and brought his knees up to his chin, 
cigarette dangling from long fingers that seemed to stretch farther in the starlight and the distant headlights 
of the Ford. 


Phil stood quietly, gazing at nothing, grinding his boot into the dry earth beneath his feet. Sav had come up to 
sit beside Steve, running his handkerchief over his red, peeling nose, seeming to shrink into himself as he sat 
lost in thought. 


"No one ever gets out," Sav said quietly. 


Rick was looking at them, hands shoved into his jeans, rocking slightly. Peter saw him look at the barn, then at 


the waiting Ford. "No one but us," the boy said. Then he ran forward, crowing out Wizard of Oz fit to burst his 
lungs and pulling off a cartwheel and a holler that left him in a heap of arms and legs and a beat before he 
muttered ouch, then 


Steve was the first to laugh, his face breaking into a wide smile. Not so old and wise then. Just a twenty-two 


year old and Phil and Sav joining in as Rick's legs kicked upwards in a melodramatic dead throe. 


They were still grinning as they helped a limping Rick into the Ford, Phil plucking out a stray blade of grass, 
Rick throwing Peter a helpless shrug and a grin and he could've sworn he saw the kid wink. 


5 April 1983, Bookwalter, OH, 603 AM 


God he hated the wipers. They skritched and scratched over the windshield, leaving more streaks than 
removing condensation and dew and the fog created by the air conditioning. With a high-pitched racket they 
came to a stubborn stop half-way through to the right side. Sav tapped at the fogged up windshield with a 


bemused sort of frown. 
"I think your wipers just died, Pete." 


Is a rental," Peter grumbled. "At least they had the decency to die out of my line of sight. Crank up the 
defrost. We'll clear up the window that way." 


Hot air blasted out, pushing back his hair. Peering across the slowly receding condensation, he thought he could 
make out lights up ahead. A muddle of red and pink neon. Pickled Wigs, was it? No, something about a farm 


animal. 


"Piggly Wiggly!" Phil announced, leaning forward onto the front seats in a mass of sharp, bony shoulders, 
pointing. He was practically bouncing. "There it is, Pete! Quick, turn, turn!" 


Rick and Steve were crowding behind the front seats as well, following Phil's pointing finger, bumping against 
one another as Peter swerved the Ford into a sharp turn. 


A vast expanse of tarred parking lot and a lone, abandoned shopping cart came into view. Loose bits of gravel 
crunched under the wheels as Peter slowed down, craning his neck in search of the Jacqueline Hotel. He 
instructed the boys to please stop bouncing and to keep their eyes peeled for the hotel. 


Rick shook a startled Sav's seat in excitement and pointed. "I spy with my little eye," he grinned. 


Peter breathed a sigh of relief. He hadn't realized he'd been holding his breath. He could've kissed Rick. Up 


ahead, sticking its neck out from behind a row of sickly pine trees was a green neon sign Hotel Jacqueline. The 


Es were missing, the Ls blinking in and out. He had to wonder again how Joe had managed to get himself out 
here. Well, the boy would just have to tell them once this rescue had been carried out. 


The Ford shivered to a stop in front of what looked to be the reception building. A square of shrill white light 
spilled out from the wood paneled inside, a hand lettered vacancy sign on the grimy window. They had to ring 
the bell several times before an old man with a prickly beard shuffled toward them, eyes bloodshot from the 
interrupted sleep. 


"How many rooms?" he croaked out, scratching at an ingrown hair. 


"None, thanks," Peter said. "We're looking for someone. Young man. Tall. Long hair." He decided not to mention 
this young man had suggested that his only piece of clothing was a scarf. "We received a call," he finished. It 
sounded lame. 


He coughed, distinctly aware of just how long and curly Sav's hair was and how he was blowing his nose loudly 
and how much Phil resembled some angry Punk in that leather jacket of his and how Steve's hair was several 
layered lengths and shades of blond at once and how Rick insisted on ringing out an inpatient beat on the sides 
of the reception bell. Peter threw him a warning glance, feeling old and faintly ridiculous in his blazer and grey 


slacks. Was he wearing socks? No. He wasn't. 


The old man scratched at his chin Did he look just a bit suspicious? Peter smiled as professionally as he could. 


He reminded himself of America and stereotypes and not everyone had a shotgun under their desks. 


"Funny accent?" the old man said. "Yeah. Skinny as a stick. Naked as a tree frog. Yeah, we've got ‘im. Got kicked 
out of the bus. Sandra came in here fuming and pushing him along and | sure didn't want him. But the guy paid, 
so," he threw his arms up in the air, devil may care, "we put him up in room 14" He tapped at the desk, his 
eyes traveling over the scruffy bullies milling about behind Peter. "Ill take you gents there. An | won't call the 
cops on ya. How's that for lucky?" 


He led them down a row of minimalist, shabby 1950s architecture, all faded, peeling pink paint and moss and 
columns of ants and insects Peter couldn't identify. "Stick around long enough," he heard the old man mutter as 
he came to room l4 and ticked out several keys on the ring he'd brought along. He had to push at the door to 
get it to open. 


A startled gasp and a scramble to throw a bed sheet over himself and then Joe was cursing with relief and 


stepping out. Sav rushed forward to fling his arms around his neck, then pulled back with a strangled groan. 
"Oh, for God's sake, Joe! You've got vomit all over your hair." 


Phil was patting Joe's shoulder and shaking his head. "This is," he began. "This is just.. Fuck all, mate. You got 
kicked out of a bus? Naked?" 


Joe blinked, looking genuinely confused and delighted all at once. "I did? Bloody hell. Is that how | got here, then? 


Oh wow. Fucking A." 

Rick limped forward and wrapped his arms around Joe's waist. For one moment, Peter thought the kid was 
actually going to cry. But it was gone in a split second and Rick was butting his head into Joe's stomach and 
saying, "You git. You undress inside the motel, not before you get there." 

"Ah, fuck you," Joe grinned. 

The old man clucked his tongue and turned to go, muttering something about his days and young men and it 
was all this new Rock business and Elvis didn't use that kind'a language and then he was out of earshot. Peter 
watched him go with an odd sense of everything somehow melting away with him. The Ford, the farm, 
cartwheels, the wipers. It was going to a be a long drive back. 

Joe said, "What happened to your leg, Ricky?" 

"The Wizard of 0z," Steve said. 


"The stupidity of youth," Peter countered, cracking open the Ford's front door. "He's nuts. You're all nuts. Now 


get in before | leave you here." 
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